Or went'st thou to this end, the more to move me,
By thy short absence, to desire and love thee ?
Why frowns my Sweet ? Why won't my Saint confer
Favours on me, her fierce Idolater ?
Why are Those Looks, Those Looks the which have
been
Time-past so fragrant, sickly now drawn in
Like a dull Twi-light ? Tell me ; and the fault
lie expiate with Sulphur, Haire, and Salt:
And with the Christal humour of the spring,
Purge hence the guilt, and kill this quarrelling.
Wo't thou not smile, or tell me what's amisse ?
Have I been cold to hug thee, too remisse,
Too temp'rate in embracing ? Tell me, has desire
To thee-ward dy'd i'th'embers, and no fire
Left in this rak't-up Ash-heap, as a mark
To testifie the glowing of a spark ?
Have I divorc't thee onely to combine
In hot Adult'ry with another Wine ?
True, I confesse I left thee, and appeale
'Twas done by me, more to confirme my zeale,
And double my affection on thee; as doe those,
Whose love growes more inflam'd, by being Foes.
But to forsake thee ever, co'd there be
A thought of such like possibilitie ?
When thou thy selfe dar'st say, thy lies shall lack
Grapes, before Herrick leaves Canarie Sack.
Thou mak'st me ayrie, active to be born,
Like Iphyclus upon the tops of Corn.
Thou mak'st me nimble, as the winged howers,
To dance and caper on the heads of flowers,
And ride the Sun-beams. Can there be a thing
Under the heavenly Isis, that can bring
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